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At the end of my interview, after more than an hour's
talk, he passed suddenly to drama. He had just been
telling me that he made mistakes. "Everybody makes
mistakes/7 he said, "but I don't lose confidence in myself
or in others for that reason. I am like a surgeon. If I
showed doubt, what would the world think? Italy is my
patient When an operation has to be performed, the
surgeon doesn't ask the patient what he is to do. He is
paid to know. I know, and, when necessary, I cut swiftly
and deep!"

So saying, he sprang up, eyes flashing, strong hands
tense, chloroformed an imaginary patient, seized a paper
knife, carved up the ghost.

Then he sat down, his strong hands motionless on the
arms of his chair. (Very few Italians keep their fingers
still when talking.) "In view of the importance of what
you write/' he said to me gravely (and it only occurred to
me afterwards that what he meant was "in case you make
a fool of yourself"), "I would like to see a copy of your
article."

I sent it to him at 7 p.m. It was returned within an
hour, with the deletion of a paragraph in praise of Mr.
Winston Churchill, whom I had made him say was "a

cose." This was translated as "Big guns are also beautiful
things." But " belle cose " is an obvious pun, and has two other
idiomatic meanings: one is "good wishes." In a discourse on
economics he said that planners would like all babies to be born
the same length, so that cradles could be standardized. Of
Socialism he said, " It is no longer a doctrine, but a grudge."
When facing an angry Parliament at the time of the Matteoti
murder in 1924 (Matteoti was a prominent young Socialist
deputy, killed by Fascists, some of whom were in the confidence
of the Duce: the affair shook the regime and led to the dictator-
ship) Mussolini cried: "What butterflies are we chasing under
the Arch of Titus? If Fascism has been only castor oil and a
club, and not the proud passion of Italian youth, then the blame
is on me!"